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i iic I'ragedic 

Tie win our auncicnt right in France againe, 

Or dye a fouldicras lliu’d a king. 

tyo. Short .Sommers lightly haue a forward forin». 

Enter yang Torke, H aflings, Cardtna/i, 

^ BC . 1 d° W * n ‘ 2 '° 0t * bme.here comes the Duke of Yorke. 
Prin. Rich,of Yorke,how fares our noble brother# 

Y or, ff'cW my deare Lo:fomuft X call you now, 

Prin t /brother to our griefe,asitis yours: 

T oo late he died that might haue kept that title, 

Which by his death ha th loft much maieftie, 

G/o. Flow fares our ccuzen noble L.of Yorke? 

Tor. /thanke you gentle vncle.O my Lord, 

You laid that.] die weeds are faft in growth: 

7~hc Prince my. brother hath outgrowne me far 0 
G/o, He hath my Lord,. 

Tor. And therefore he is idle l , 

Glo, Oh my faire couzen,Imuft not fay fo. 

? w.Thcn he is more beholding to you then I. 

G/o. He may command me as my fbueraignty 
But you haue power in me^sin a kinfman, 

Ytr, I pi ay you vncle giue me this dagger. 

G/o.My dagger little couzen,with aH my hart, 

T’rin. A begger brother#. . 
r or. Of my kind vncle that 1 know will gjnc 
And being but a toy, which is no griefc to giue, 

G/o. A greater gift the that, 71c giue my cozen, . 

Tor. A greater gifoO thats the fword to it. 

Cjlo. I gentle couzen, were it light enough. 

Tor. O than I fee you will part but with light gifts. 

In weightier things youle % a begger nay, 

G/o, It is too waightie for your grace to weare. 

Tor. I weigh it lightly were it heauier, 

G/o. What would you haue my weapon litle Lord# 
Tor */ would that/might thankeyouas you call me. 
G/o. How / Tor, Litle. 

'Prin. My Lo: ofYdrkcwill ftill.be erode in talkc: 

V ndc your grace knowes how to bcarc with him, 

T 0 *"' You meane to beare me, not to bearc with me: 
.Vncle, my brother mockes both you andme, 


o/ Richard the Third. 

o ecall fctliat /am litle likean Ape, 

l^c thinkes that you Ihould bcarc me on your moulders. 

<Buc. mth whata /harpe prouided wit he rcafons, 
7 omittigate the fcorne he giues his vncle, 

He pretely and aptly taunts himfelfe : 

So cunning and io yong.is wonderfull, 

GU My Lo: wilt pleafeyon palfe along# 
jyjy felfe and my good couzen Buckingham, 

Will to your mother, to entreat oflier 
To meet you at the T owcr,and welcome you; 

Tor, What will you go vnto the tower my Lo# 

<j>rin. My Lord Proteftor will haue it fo. 

Tor, I fhallnot flerpe in quiet at theTower. 

Cjlo. Why, what Ihouldyou feare # 

Ter. Mary my vncle Clarence angry ghoft: 

My Granam told me he was murdred there, 

Prin. /feare no vncles dead. 

G/o, Nor none that liue, /hope. 

Prin. And if they liue,l hope I need not feare; 

But comcmy L, with a heauie heart 

Thinking on them, goe I vnto the Towcr^ 

Exennt PrinXor.H*^,Dorf,mnnet i Rtch,’Buc. 

Bac. Thinke you my Lo:this little prating Yorke, 
Was not incenfed by his fubtile mother. 

To taunt and fcorne you thus opprobrioufly f ' 

G/o. No doubt,no doubt,Oh tis a perilous boy, 
Bold.quickejingeniouSjforward, capable. 

He is all the mothers, from the top to toe. 

Buc.fVc 11 letthem reftrCome hither Catesby, 

Thou ait fworne as deepcly to effett what wc intend. 

As dofely to conceale what we impart. 

Thou knoweft our rcafons vrgde vpon the way: 
W'iiatthin’keft chou.is it not an cafie matter 
2“omake william L.Haftingsofotir roindc, 

For tUe inftalment of this noble Duke, 

/n the feate rovall ofthis famous I\d. 

c Mef. H e for his fathers fake fo lou es the P rince, 

T hat he vy ill not be won nc to ough c againftbim. 

&uc. TThatthinkcft thou ^ten or Stanley, what will he? 
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